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swered Rybin. "They use our own hands to choke us
with—that's the whole trick!"
"But I'm going to be a soldier anyway," said Yefim
stubbornly.
"Who's stopping you?" cried Ignat. "Go ahead. Only,"
he added with a short laugh, "when you shoot at me, aim
at my head—don't make a cripple of me; kill me straight-
away."
"You said that once before," replied Yefim testily.
"Just a minute, fellows," said Rybin, raising his hand.
"Here's a woman,"—indicating the mother—"whose son's
probably done for...."
"Why should you say that?" asked the mother, wincing.
"It has to be said," he answered gravely. "So that your
hair won't have turned grey for nothing. And do you
suppose they killed her by doing this to her son? Nilovna,
have you brought the leaflets?"
The mother glanced at him.
"Yes...." she said after a pause.
"See?" said Rybin, striking the table with his fist. "I
knew it as soon as I saw you. What else could have
brought you here? See? They knocked her son out of the
ranks—his mother took his place!"
He shook his fist and gave a mighty oath.
The mother, frightened, glanced into his face and saw
that it had changed: it had grown thinner, his beard was
unkempt, and beneath it could be felt his protruding
cheekbones. Fine red veins had appeared on the bluish
whites of his eyes, as though he had not slept for a long
time. His nose was pinched and hooked, like that of a
bird of prey. His open collar, once red but now black with
tar, revealed prominent collarbones and the thick black
hair on his chest. His whole appearance was more sombre
and funereal than ever. In his inflamed eyes smouldered
wrathful fires, which lighted up his dark face. Sophia sat
pale and silent, unable to take her eyes off these muzhiks,
Ignat shook his head and squinted, while Yakov, going
over to the shelter, stood angrily tearing bits of bark off

